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modern French paintings. Among them I noticed the well-known Source of Ingres, a beautiful thing; also the first of his pictures that made a mark, (Edipus and Sphinx:, the face of CEdipus masterly in every aspect and the composition full of talent. A superb cattle-piece by Troyon. Lastly, but most delightful to me of all, because I have long lived with the engraving of it in our small dining-room, Millet's Gleaners. I felt as if it were worth while to go to Paris if only for the sake of seeing a picture that so moves one by the wonderful harmony of its composition, as well as by its fidelity to the sore, hard life of the fields.
Jusserand had now to be off to his work at the Foreign Office. I lounged about on the boulevards, looked over books at Levy's, bought an English copy of the Taming of the Shrew, and told the people at the hotel to get me a stall at the Frangais for the performance of the same in, the evening. I fell to reading my play with much ease and contentment, occasionally dropping into a doze, which Shakespeare's benign shade would have been the first to pardon in a man who had been in the train all night. Then to the play. On the whole I should say it was more interesting to an Englishman than enjoyable, but interesting assuredly it was, to see a piece that rejoiced the rough old England of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries so re-dressed as to be very decent MoliSre, and to win hearty and genuine applause from so trained an audience. I did not much admire the Katharina, but Coquelin as Petruchio with his incomparable voice was first-rate. I took the usual saunter through the familiar foyer, and felt like one come back to old friends as I looked on the busts of not come together again in fi life and force until some leader arose, boldly throwing o\ H. R. Thought our tactics after 1893 lamentable. We oug to have defied our sections to do their worst. Asked i whether it was true that I had gone for Rosebery in preferenhave some prejudices, but if you don't wound them, they are as reasonable as any other nation." Thought Irelandme." He smiled all over his face, playing with his fork.
